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Thomas  Curtis  Clark  "There  Was  a  Man"  "There  was  a  man,  a  plain  and   " 

The  Pulpit    February  19^+3 

"Lincoln  Still  Speaks"  "He  is  not  dead.     No  tom.b  could  be.. 


Abraham  Lincoln 


Two  Poems  bv  Thomas  Curtis  Clark 


There  Was  a  Man 

THERE  was  a  man,  a  plain  and  lowly  man — 
And  yet  a  man  who  held  a  godly  dream. 
Above  his  sordid  age  he  saw  a  gleam 
From  Heaven's  own  light.  His  prophet  eyes  could  scan 
A  world  of  greed  and  hate,  yet  hold  to  hope. 
He  saw  the  hapless  poor  entrapped  by  fate, 
A  friendless  people  doomed  b}-  laws  of  state. 
He  saw  a  warring  nation  blindly  grope. 

But  he  had  faith,  believed  in  God  and  good, 
Holding  that  freedom  is  man's  heritage. 
He  wrote  a  creed  of  love  on  life's  dark  page, 
And  preached  a  gospel  of  world  brotherhood. 
There  was  a  man — so  long  ago  he  died ! — 
And  his  high  dream  our  age  has  crucified. 


Lincoln  Still  Speaks 

HE  is  not  dead.   No  tomb  could  be  his  shrine. 
Though  tyrants  flaunt  their  power,  and  war 
lords  rage. 

And  liberty  seems  blotted  from  life's  page, 
Still,  far  and  wide,  his  deeds  and  doctrines  shine. 
The  Rhine  and  Ganges  trumpet  Lincoln's  tones; 
For  they  are  free,  though  men  are  bound  with  chains. 
The  years,  though  dark,  still  herald  freedom's  gains. 
And  time  shall  hurl  the  tyrants  from  their  thrones. 

The  night  is  deep,  but  day  is  overdue; 

The  winter  passes,  dooming  greed  and  strife. 

Men  cannot  thwart  God's  rising  tides  of  life. 

Across  the  world  spring  calls  to  visions  new. 

Hear,  Lincoln  speaks:  "Let  war's  mad  conflict  cease. 

Bind  up  the  broken  hearts.  Let  there  be  peace." 


42 


Clark,  T.  C. 


Abraham  Lincoln 


"He  was  a  true  American 


The  Classmte,    Feb.  7,  1920. 


Abraham  Lincoln 

BY  THOMAS  CURTIS  CLARK 

He  was  a  true  A.  _"''cai?, 

A  king  of  earth  in  yeoman's  guise, 
A  freeman  whom  the  truth  made  free, 

A  patriot  whom  love  made  wise. 


He  held  that  might  is  born  of  right, 
That  God  is  Master  of  the  State, 

That  only  nations  sternly  just 
In  his  eyes  are  accounted  great. 

He  taught  that  earth  Mali  never  see 
The  true  democracy  of  man 

Until  each  soul,  a  son  of  God, 
Shall  live  by  God's  eternal  plan: 

Free  as  the  winds,  but  each  close  bound 
By  sober  sense  of  truth  and  right; 

Proudly  insurgent,  yet  in  each 
A  reverence  for  the  inner  light. 

Democracy  for  him  was  not 

The  howUng  mob's  unthinking  wrath; 
A  blind  subservience  to  crowds 

Should  lead  no  man  from  reason's  path. 

He  was  a  true  American, 

A  king  of  earth  in  yeoman's  guise, 
A  freeman  whom  the  truth  made  free, 

A  patriot  whom  love  made  wise. 


Clark,  Haornas  Ourtis 


A.  L.  TID3  HASQIEia 


V/e  need  him  no^ir — his  nigged 
faith  that  held" 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN.  THE  MASTER 

(By  Thomas  Curtis  Clark) 
We  need  him  now — his  rugged  faith  that 
held 

Fast  to  the  rock  of  Truth  through  all  the 
days 

Of  moil  and  strife,  the  sleepless  nights; 
upheld 

By  very  God  was  he — that  God  who  stays 
All  hero-souls  who  will  but  trust  in  Him, 
And  trusting,  labor  as  if  God  were  not. 
His  eyes  beheld  the  stars,. clouds  could  not 
dim 

Their  glory;  but  his  task  was  not  forgot — 
To  keep  his  people  one;  to  hold  them  true 
To  that  fair  dream  their  fathers  willed  to- 
them — 

Freedom  for  all;  to  spur  them;  to  renew 
Their   hopes   in   bitter   days;   strife  to 
condemn. 

Such  was  his  task,  and  well  his  work  was 
done— 

Who  willed  us  greater  tasks,  when  set  his 
sun.  ■  _ 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


At  Springfield 


"What  memories  those  strefets  and 
houses  hold" 


At  Springfield 

WHAT  memories  these  streets  and  houses  hold ! 
The  country  wag,  Abe  Lincoln,  loitered  here 
And  marketed  his  jokes.   He  faced  the  sneer 
Of  wealth  and  culture,  as  he  grew  more  bold. 
And  vowed  to  find  the  way  of  power  and  fame. 
To  rise  upon  the  rungs  of  toil  and  worth 
To  high  estate,  among  the  strong  of  earth. 
In  this  old  house  the  splendid  vision  came 
That  led  him,  through  the  mire  of  native  sloth. 
By  narrow  pathways  up  the  hills  of  fate. 
Till,  far  and  fair,  he  saw  the  spires  of  state. 
Then  culture  envied,  then  the  rich  grew  wroth. 
What  tale  more  strange !   An  awkward  village  clown 
Exchanging  jokes  for  eminent  renown ! 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


Child  of  the  Woodland 


"Child  of  the  woodland" 


Child  of  the  Woodland 

CHILD  of  the  woodland 
Loved  of  the  dew, 
Springtime  and  snowtime 

Gamboled  with  you; 
But  sorrow  found  you, 

Left  you  in  tears, 
Child  of  the  Woodland, 
Facing  the  years. 

Youth  of  the  prairie, 

Hard  was  your  toil, 
Yet  you  grew  stronger 

Cleaving  the  soil ; 
Ambition  found  you, 

Lured  you  away. 
Youth  of  the  prairie, 
Keen  for  the  fray. 

King  of  the  people, 
Chosen  of  God, 
Goodness  enthroned  you, 

Love  was  your  rod ; 
Meek  was  your  crowning, 

Godly  your  reign ; 
King  of  the  people, 
Lead  us  again! 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


The  Christian 


"His  foes  declgred  him  ■blasphemous, 
perverse" 


The  Christian 

fJIS  foes  declared  him  blasphemous,  perverse 
i  *  Ignormg  God  and  heedless  of  His  Word 
They  said  he  lacked  in  fineness,  who  preferred' 
To  market  Jokes,  rude  stories  to  rehearse 
He  was  no  white-robed  saint:  a  strong  man  he 
Who  loved  to  wrestle  with  the  devil's  brood 
That  lurked  behind  the  fashions  of  the  good 
He  scorned  all  shams,  and  for  hypocrisy 
He  held  a  hatred  such  as  Christ  alone 
The  scourge  of  haughty  Pharisees,  cou'ld  know 
Those  painted  masks  of  Christians  felt  his  blow' 
And  at  his  blameless  name  each  cast  a  stone  ' 
I^ot  by  their  words,  but  by  their  fruits,  said  He 
Whoalso  te^^the^tmg^f  calumny 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


THE  COMING  OF  LINCOLN      "Not  from  a  home  of  high  and  honored 

jfiame" 


'^^^'^^HE  COMING^  OF  LINCOLN. 

Not  from  a  home  of  high  and  honored  name, 
Nor  from  a  mansion  barred  with  pride  and  gold, 
But  from  a  cabin,  open  to  winter's  cold — 
From  a  rude  hut  our  master  statesman  came. 
Stark,  lonely  hills  were  silent  all  around 
When  in  that  shack  a  simple  mother  wept 
For  her  new  son,  who  in  her  weak  arms  slept 
As  she  thanked  God  in  prayer  and  joy  profound. 
No  lordly  acres  heralded  his  birth ; 
Only  bare  fields  that  mocked  the  hungry  poor, 
Only  bleak  woods  that  drowsed  the  seasons  thru. 
But  God  was  good,  that  cabin  home  was  true: 
Warm  suns  looked  kindly  thru  that  open  door, 
Hailing  a  man  to  mend  the  ways  of  earth. 

A    .  Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


The  Democrat 


"Upon  him  fell  a  heritage  of  hate," 


THE  DEMOCRAT 
Upon  him  fell  a  heritage  of  hate. 
And  he,  who  loved  the  fields  of  rustling  corn, 
Took  up  the  load;  and  then  a  thought  was  born — 
A  thought  that  soon  would  shake  the  walls  of  state. 
The  thought  was  his,  that  government  should  be 
Unselfish,  open  as  the  morning  sun ; 
Unwearying,  alert,  lest  wrong  be  done 
To  any  man  or  child.   No  vanity 
Of  pomp  or  power  could  move  him  from  his  will 
To  serve  the  cause  of  truth  in  public  life. 
He  bent  him  to  his  task;  but  in  the  strife 
That  noble  form  was  felled.   His  foes  could  kill 
The  mortal  man,  they  could  not  stay  his  dream. 
Which  now,  on  darkened  earth,  casts  far  its  gleam. 

— Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

Lincoln  to  me  has  always  been  a  living  person,  an  inspiration  and  a  help.  I  have 
always  felt  that  if  I  could  do  as  he  would  have  done  were  he  in  my  place,  I  would  not 
be  far  from  right.  And  at  times  when  I  have  been  troubled  by  some  public  question,  I 
have  tried  to  imagine  Lincoln  in  my  position  and  to  do  as  he  would  have  done. 

I  do  not  understand  why  some  persons  like  to  portray  Lincoln  as  rude  and  uncouth  

to  suggest  that  he  was  a  lineal  descendent  of  the  Pithecanthropus,  always  telling  funny 
stories.   It  is  as  bad  as  the  refining  process  Washington  has  gone  through. 


Clark,  TlaomasCurtis 


Destiny 


"From  these  wild  hills  that  ring 
with  feudal  strife" 


Destiny 

FROM  these  wild  hills  that  ring  with  feudal  strife. 
From  this  dark  land  where  eyes  and  souls  are  blind, 
Be  it  my  task  to  raise,  for  humankind, 
jA  prophet-king  who  shall  bring  grace  to  life: 
;  Tlius  to  our  sires  spake  wise  and  kindly  Fate ; 
i  She  brought  them  joy,  and  touched  their  hearts  with  hope 
!  That  men  would  not  forever  dumbly  grope 
i  In  bogs  of  greed,  in  sloughs  of  lust  and  hate. 
'Thus  came  our  Prophet,  harbinger  of  peace— 
'  Though  who  could  guess  what  bloody  years  must  be 
Ere  hate  should  yield  to  his  rare  charity ! — 
Or  who  could  know  how  his  strange  life  should  cease ! 
I  Yet  Fate  failed  not :  she  brought  a  god  to  earth 
'  In  whose  meek  heart  our  great  new  age  had  birth. 


Clark,  Thomas  Ctirtis 


The  Dreaaer 


"He  l-mew  the  ciirse  of  poverty" 


The  Dreamer 

HE  knew  the  curse  of  poverty, 
But,  lighted  by  his  dream. 
He  heeded  not  the  clouds  of  night 
That  covered  him.   The  gleam 
Of  high  ambition  led  him  on 

Through  cruel  years  of  fate 
Until  he  entered,  heaven-led, 
The  pathway  of  the  great. 

He  found,  amid  the  sloughs  of  youth, 

A  path  of  blessedness. 
And,  as  he  walked  the  stony  road 

Of  eminent  success. 
He  kept  his  lofty  dream  of  truth. 

Nor  left  her  righteous  way 
Until  the  crown  of  martyrdom 

Brought  sunset  to  his  day. 

O  tender  ruler  of  our  hearts, 

Bequeath  to  us  the  grace 
That  shone  from  heaven's  inmost  shrine 

Upon  thy  saintly  face. 
On  selfishness  and  greed  and  pride 

We  rear  our  mighty  State : 
Inspire  in  us  again  the  Dream 

That  made  thy  leading  great. 


Clark,   -i-'homas  Curtis 


THb  FACE  OP  LlivjCOIil 


"That  face  revealed  a  God-sent 

light. " 


V  E 


R  S  E 


The  Face 


of  Lincoln 


HAT  face  revealed  a  God-sent  light, 


A  face,  how  kind,  yet  firm  for  right ! 
A  face,  how  sad,  yet  full  of  hope ! 

Man's  hatred  cut  the  furrows  deep 

Upon  the  face  of  him,  our  king. 
Those  weary  eyes — he  could  not  sleep 

Amid  our  greedy  trafficking. 

And  yet  his  patience  did  not  wane 

Though  malice  filled  those  eyes  with  tears. 

The  Lincoln  face — its  grief  and  pain — 
Shall  haunt  us  for  a  thousand  years  ! 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


Clark,  Thomas  Ctirtis 


The  Pace  of  Lincoln 


That  face  revealed 
God- sent  light 


The  Face  of  Lincoln 

PHAT  face  revealed  a  God-sent 


light, 

A  will  that  with  proud  powers 
could  cope; 
A  face  how  kind,  yet  firm  for 
right! 

A  face  how  sad,  yet  full  of 
hope! 

Man's  hatred  cut  those  furrows 
deep 

Upon  the  face  of  him,  our  king ; 
Those  weary  eyes! — he  could  not 
sleep 

Amid  our  greedy  trafficking. 

And  yet  his  patience  did  not 
wane. 

Though  malice  filled  his  eyes 
with  tears. 
That  Lincoln  "face — its  grief  and 

pain  

Will  haunt  us  for  a  thousand 
years. 


— Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


Clark,  Thomas  C\irtls 


THE  FACE  OF  LINCOLN 


That  face  revealed  a  God- sent  light 


The  Face  of  Lincoln 

OF  ALL  the  homely  faces  in  history, 
doubtless    Abraham    Lincoln's  has 
called  out  the  most  general  comment. 

Certain  it  is  that  his  face,  no  matter 
how  pictured,  has  stirred  more  emotions, 
and  deeper,  than  Gilbert  Stuart  himself 
could  arouse  by  his  strong  but  placid  Wash- 
ington. Lincoln's  is  the  one  inescapable 
face  of  American  history. 

And  Thomas  Curtis  Clark,  well  known 
to  our  readers,  tells  us  some  of  the  reasons, 
in  a  poem  entitled  "The  Face  of  Lincoln"; 

That  face  revealed  a  God-sent  light, 

A  will  that  with  proud  powers  could  cope; 

A  face,  how  kind,  yet  firm  for  right ! 
A  face,  how  sad,  yet  full  of  hope ! 

Man's  hatred  cut  those  furrows  deep 
Upon  the  face  of  him,  our  king. 

Those  weary  eyes!— he  could  not  sleep 
Amid  our  greedy  trafficking. 

And  yet  his  patience  did  not  wane. 
Though  malice  filled  his  eyes  with  tears. 

That  Lincoln  face — its  grief  and  pain- 
Shall  haunt  us  for  a  thousand  years. 

As  the  poet  suggests,  Lincoln's  face  shows 
not  only  how  the  man  looked,  but  what  he 
saw! 

In  the  earlier  years  Lincoln's  strangely 
irregular  features  were  no  more  than 
those  of  a  man  who  was  plainer  than  plain 
looking. 

But  his  four  Washington  years  cut  new 
lines  into  his  countenance;  tragic  history 
recorded  in  a  face. 

And  so  \vill  it  "haunt  us  for  a  thousand 
years" — telling  with  an  eloquence  beyond 
words  how  this  man  stood  up  against  the 
buffetings  of  a  hurricane  of  passion  and 
strife  and  blood,  until  his  face  became  like 
the  face  of  an  angel  of  the  Covenant  of 


God! 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


K)E  DEDIOATIOH  DAT 


These  quiet  fields,  where 
play  the  mockingbirds;" 


FOR  DEDI CATION  DAY 

[Anniversary  of  the  Gettysburg  address.l 
These  quiet  fields,  where  play  the  mockingbirds; 
This  lavish  orchard,  boon  to  days  of  peace; 
These  happy  valleys — was  it  here  the  words 
Of  Lincoln  bade  the  wars  at  last  to  cease? 
And  was  it  here  the  tides  of  battle  rolled, 
Those  ghastly  days  of  devastating  death, 
While  countless  millions,  worn  with  warfare  old, 
Endured  and  prayed,  and  held  their  fearful  breath? 
0  Lincoln,  Master,  speak  to  us  again; 
I  Lift  up  our  hearts,  subdue  our  restless  souls; 
Here  once  again,  on  this  embattled  plain. 
Call  us  to  peace,  speed  us  to  worthy  goals. 
Bind  up  the  brokenhearted,  bid  war  die 
In  every  heart,  and  under  every  sky. 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark 


Cl^r/:,  rnonas  Curtis 


The  Friend 


"A  king  of  men,  a  soul  as  tall  as  truth' 


The  Friend 

A    KING  of  men,  a  soul  as  tall  as  truth, 

A  statesman  far  of  sight,  of  patience  vast; 
He  drew  his  wisdom  from  the  hoary  past, 
And  3'et  his  vision  was  as  fresh  as  youth ; 
He  was  a  man  of  power— but  to  the  end ' 
Was  ever  man  more  valiant  as  a  Friend  ? 

A  Friend  who  knew  the  bitter  pang  of  loss, 
Who  felt  the  still  increasing  weight  of  care  ; 
'Twas  not  that  he  had  lighter  loads  to  bear, 
That  he  could  take  another's  heavy  cross : 
Because  his  heart  was  kind,  he  could  not  save 
Hmiself  from  any  cross  his  friendship  gave. 

The  ages  shall  bespeak  wide  fame  for  him 
Who  saved  his  nation  from  the  traitor's  curse  • 
His  statesmanship  shall  call  for  bronze  and  gold 
His  deeds  to  tell,  his  teachings  to  rehearse; 
But,  till  the  day  when  earth  and  life  shall  end, 
The  years  that  come  and  go  shall  call  him  Friend. 


Clark,  Thomas  C. 


Lincoln— The  Friend    "A  king  of  men  —  a  soul  as  tall  as 

trut^  — « 


The  Evangelical -Mas  Sanger 
Fe'bruaiy  12,  1927. 


7      "        Lincoln—The  Friend 

A  king  of  men,  a  soul  as  tall  as  truth, 
A  statesmm  far  of  sight,  of  patience  vast; 
He  drew  his  wisdom  from  the  hoary  past. 
And  yet  his  vision  was  as  fresh  as  youth; 
He  was  a  man  of  power — hut  to  the  end 
Was  ever  man  more  valiant  as  a  friend? 

A  friend  who  knew  the  litter  pa/iig  of  loss. 
Who  felt  the  still  increasing  weight  of  care; 
,-    'Twos  not  fhat  he  had  lighter  loads  to  bear, 
r    That  he  could  take  another's  heavy  cross; 
Because  his  heart  was  kind,  he  could  not  save 
Himself  from  any  cross  his  friendship  gave. 

The  ag&s  shall  bespeak  wide  fame  for  him 
Who  saved  his  nation  from  the  traitor's  curse; 
His  statesmanship  shall  call  for  bronze  and  gold 
His  deeds  to  tell,  his  teachings  to  rehearse; 
But,  till  the  day  when  earth  and  life  shall  end, 
The  years  that  come  and  go  shall  call  him  friend. 
— Thomas  Curtis  Clark,  in  The  Christian  Century. 


The  Friend 

A    KING  of  men,  a  soui.'':s  tall  as  truth, 
-Tl.  A  statesmen  iar  .3.'  sight,  of  patience  vast- 
He  drew  his  wisdom  Iro  m  the  hoary  past 
And  yet  his  vision  was  a:?  fresh  as  youth  • 
He  was  a  man  of  power— but  to  the  end ' 
Was  ever  man  more  valiant  as  a  Friend  ? 

A  Friend  who  knew  the  bitter  pang  of  loss, 
Who  felt  the  still  increasing  weight  of  care; 
'Twas  not  that  he  had  lighter  loads  to  bear. 
That  he  could  take  another's  heavy  cross: 
Because  his  heart  was  kind,  he  could  not  save 
Himself  from  any  cross  his  friendship  gave. 

The  ages  shall  bespeak  wide  fame  for  him 
Who  saved  his  nation  from  the  traitor's  curse- 
His  statesmanship  shall  call  for  bronze  and  gold 
His  deeds  to  tell,  his  teachings  to  rehearse; 
But,  till  the  day  when  earth  and  life  shall  end 
The  years  that  come  and  go  shall  call  him  Friend 


lark,  Thomas  Curtis  GENTRYVILIE  "Frorri  these  dark  streets 

flamed  forth  a  brilliant 
li;'ht,  " 


^■^--^^  Gentryville^ 

T^ROM  these  dark  streets  flamed  forth  a  briUiant  hght, 

This  miry  clay  produced  a  mighty  tree, 
From  this  rude  town  emerged  the  bravest  knight 
Who  ever  fought  for  human  liberty. 
Could  it  have  been  he  found  his  splendid  dream 
Amid  these  shacks,  where  giant  rats  run  wild  ? 
Perhaps  from  heaven  a  high,  prophetic  gleam 
Ensnared  his  heart,  the  while  he  thought  and  smiled. 
This  very  spot  was  where  he  laughed  and  talked ; 
They  say  he  whittled,  wearing  hours  away. 
His  naked  feet  these  slimy  alleys  walked, 
And  in  this  hut,  perhaps,  he  learned  to  pray. 
This  is  the  tale  of  tales  since  time  began — 
How  squalor  travailed  and  brought  forth  a  man ! 


Clar.:,  Thomas  Curtis         At  Gentrjrville 


"Prora  these  dar>  streets  flamed  forth 
a  brilliant  light 


F 


At  Gentryville 

ROM  these  dark  streets  flamed  forth  a  brilliant  light, 
_     This  miry  clay  produced  a  mighty  tree, 
From  this  rude  town  emerged  the  bravest  knight 
That  ever  fought  for  human  liberty. 
Can  it  have  been  he  found  his  splendid  dream 
Amid  these  shacks,  where  giant  rats  run  wild? 
Perhaps  from  heaven  a  high,  prophetic  gleam 
Ensnared  his  heart,  the  while  he  thought  and  smiled. 
This  very  spot  was  where  he  laughed  and  talked ; 
They  say  he  whittled,  whiling  hours  away. 
His  naked  feet  these  slimy  alleys  walked, 
And  in  this  hut,  perhaps,  he  learned  to  pray. 
This  is  the  tale  of  tales  since  time  began—  _ 
How  squalor  travailled  and  brought  forth  a  man !  ^ 


C la r k ,  Th om. as  Curtis 


GET '^YS  BURG 


"These  quiet  fields,  where 
p la y  the  mock 1 n " b i r d s ; " 


Gettysburg 


THESE  quiet  fields,  where  play  the  mockingbirds ; 
This  lavish  orchard,  boon  to  days  of  peace ; 
These  happy  valleys— was  it  here  the  words 
Of  Lincoln  bade  the  brutal  wars  to  cease  ? 
And  was  it  here  the  tides  of  battle  rolled, 
Those  fateful  days  of  devastating  death, 
While  countless  millions,  worn  with  warfare  old, 
Endured  and  prayed,  and  held  their  fearful  breath? 
O  Lincoln,  master,  speak  to  us  again ; 
Lift  up  our  hearts,  subdue  our  storm-tossed  souls ; 
Here,  once  again,  on  this  embattled  plain. 
Call  us  to  peace,  speed  us  to  worthy  goals ; 
Bind  up  the  brokenhearted,  bid  war  die 
In  every  heart,  and  under  every  sky ! 


Clark,  ThoiQas  Curtis  The  Glory  of  Lincoln  "Who  builds  of  stone  a 

shrine  to  bear  his  name" 

I 


The  Glory  of  Lincoln 

W.HO  builds  of  stone  a  shrine  to  bear  his  name 
Shall  be  forgot  when  months  and  years  have  flown 
Who  writes  his  name  upon  the  scroll  of  fame, 

The  centuries  shall  find  to  men  unknown; 
But  who  for  fellow  men  endured  the  shame  . 
Shall  have  eternal  gflpry  for  his  own. 


Clark,  Thomas  Courtis 


Greatheart 


"They  took  small  note  of  him 


GREATHEART 

They  took  small  note  of  him,  the  great,  the  wise, 
the  rich, 

Who  saw  him  come  from  Illinois,  a  wild,  crude 
State — 

A  country  lawyer  to  decide  a  Nation  s  fate! 
They  held  him  foolish  to  accept  so  high  a  niche— 
What,  President!  Unkempt,  unlearned  and  un- 
refined 

They  called  him,  and  withdrew  for  private  talk 
They  joked  about  his  ancestry,  and  by  his  walk 
They  feigned  to  guess  his  farmer  Imeage  How 

blind  ^  , 

Were  they  who  could  not  see  the  fire  that  burn- 
ed within 

Those  glowing  eyes,  who  failed  to  note  the 

mighty  strength 
Of  those  toil-hardened  arms!  His  gaunt  limbs 

sprawling  length 
Should  have  proclaimed  to  them  a  giant  s  stride! 
Their  sin 

Was  not  to  know  the  great,  enduring  heart  ot  him. 
Our  most  beloved,  whose  fame  the  ages  cannot 

dim.  Tbomai  Curtii  Clark. 


riarlc,  Thomas  C 


Greatheart 


"They  took  small  note  of  him 


The  Living  Qhurch,  J'ebruary  7,  1920. 


GREATHEART 

They  took  small  note  of  him,  those  scions  of  the  rich 

Who  saw  him  come  from  Illinois,  that  wild,  crude  State  

A  country  lawyer  to  decide  a  Nation's  fate! 

They  held  him  foolish  to  accept  so  high  a  niche  

With  Washington!     Unkempt,  unlearned,  and  unrefined 
They  called  him,  and  withdrew  for  private  talk. 
They  joked  about  his  ancestry,  and  by  his  walk 
They  feigned  to  guess  his  farmer  lineage.    How  blind 
Were  they  who  could  not  see  the  fire  that  burned  within 
Those  glowing  eyes,  who  failed  to  note  the  mighty  strength 
Of  those  toil-hardened  arms!     His  gaunt  limbs'  sprawling 
length 

Should  have  proclaimed  to  them  a  giant's  stride!    Their  sin 
Was  not  to  know  the  great,  enduring  heart  of  him. 
Our  most  beloved,  whose  fame  the  ages  can  not  dim. 

THOMAS  CURTIS  CLARK. 


Cireatfteart  -   

T  "^wl        r"        °'  scions  of  the  rich 

They  joked  about  his  ancestry,  and  by  his  w^k 

Those  gll."!  eyes  IhT  /TH  '  ^""'O 
Of  tho^  toii-Sene";  '""T^"^ 

length  gaunt  limbs' sprawling 

o...ostbe,o.d..hr;;rr^^^^^^^^^^ 


Clar.c,  Thomgs  Curtis 


The  Hand  of  Li  no  In 


"With  this  gaunt  hand  he 
struc'!-:  the  "blow  of  fate" 


The  Hand  of  Lincoln* 

VVTITH  this  gaunt  hand  he  struck  the  blow  of  fate; 

W    He  cleared  the  path  of  freedom  for  a  race, 
And  lo !  a  whole  world  lifts  its  grateful  face 
To  hi  m  who  counseled  love  for  greed  and  hate. 

This  hand  was  fashioned  in  our  western  land ; 
Made  strong  by  toil  in  felling  sturdy  trees, 
God  gave  it  grace  for  gentler  ministries  : 
The  love  of  Christ  was  in  this  mighty  hand. 

Let  other  peoples  praise  their  lords  and  kings; 
Creatures  of  men,  they  flourish  for  a  day. 
Ordained  of  God,  our  Leader  rules  for  aye; 
His  name  shall  live  beyond  unnumbered  springs. 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 

*  Upon  viewing  a  plaster  cast  of  Lincoln's  hand. 


Clark,  Ihomas  Curtis  HOW  SHALL  'CB  HOUOR  LINCOLIT?    "Hov/  shall  we  honor 

Lincoln?  Shall  we  sing 
His  splendid  fame,  and 
"build  fair  shrines  of 
stone" 


Illustration  by  Nat  Little 

How  Shalt  We  Honor  Lincoln  ? 

By  Thomas  Curtis  Clark 


How  shall  we  honor  Lincolnf  Shall  we  sing 
His  splendid  fame,  and  build  fair  shrines  of 
stone 

To  tell  our  children  of  our  chosen  King? 
Yes,  let  us  build  these  shrines,  and  thus  atone 
For  all  the  scorn  and  hate  his  people  gave; 
And  let  us  lay  his  highway  to  the  sea, 
To  serve  the  Nation  which  he  came  to  save; 


And  let  us  speak  of  him  continually. 
So  honor  him!   But  all  is  vain  display 
If  we  forget  the  work  that  he  began: 
To  end  all  slavery,  to  find  a  way 
To  life  and  happiness  for  every  man. 
Still  Lincoln  speaks:  O  set  my  people  free 
From  chains  of  gold,  from  greed-born  tyr- 
anny! 


.  ^  ^  Clark  ,Thom\^  Cx)rf\^ 


The  King  Comes 

IN  DAYS  when  souls  were  tried  by  fire 
God  sent  a  man  to  earth  ; 
He  came  by  way  of  muck  and  mire 

But  he  had  wondrous  worth. 
Though  famed  for  his  humiHty, 
His  people  said,  A  king  is  he, 
This  man  of  lowly  birth. 

The  poorest  brought  to  him  their  woes 
And  strong  men  loved  his  name; 

His  kindliness  dismayed  his  foes. 
And  when  the  crowning  came 

For  this  brave  knight  of  tenderness. 

The  nations  wept,  but  who  could  guess 
The  splendor  of  his  fame! 

The  years  are  many  since  he  died 
Who  counseled  love  for  hate; 

Alas !  how  few  could  stand  beside 
Our  King!  The  halls  of  state 

Which  heard  him  pleading  for  the  slave 
Are  empty  since  the  quiet  grave 
Received  him  consecrate. 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


LIHCOLN 


"God  took  a  piece  of  commoi 
clay" 


«od  took  a  piece  of  common  clay; 
Planted  therein  ambition's  vital  seed; 

way™'  ^  y*"^*^^'  beside  tie  common 
"^^^need  ^^^^^       common  human 

Made  strong  by  strife,  lie  faced  the  storm 
of  wrath; 

Love  made  him  wise,  a  nation's  cause  to 
plead ; 

He  walked  with  God,  though  in  a  yeoman's 

And  seized  on  fame  by  an  immortal  deed. 

— Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


I  &HT 


Cl^arlc,  Thomas  C. 


LIWCOLN 


"He  walked  among  us  and  we  passed 
him  "by  — " 


The  Evangel  ical-Mes Sanger 
Pe"br\iary  12,  1927. 


~^  ^  Lincoln 

By  Thomas  Curtis  Clark 

He  walked  among  ua  and  we  pas.'ied  him  by 
And  thought  him  but  a  countnj  lawyer,  crude 
As  our  red  prairies  are,  and  more  than  rude, 
Who  reveUecpn  his  jokes  and  deviltry. 
We  could  not  know  the  heart  within  that  breast 
Vntil  the  blood  flowed  freely  from  the  wound 
A  traitor  made;  then  was  it  that  we  found 
That  God  had  loaned  us  for  a  time  his  Best. 
And  now  the  nations,  sinc(^  their  kings  are  gone, 
Have  taken  him  across  the  wide-f lung  sea 
To  ride  their  hearts      well  as  mrs;  to  he 
The  goal  of  their  desires,  with  breaking  dawn. 


Clark,  Thomas    Curtis  Lincoln  "'J^hey  took  small  note  (f  him,  the  great,  the 

wise,  the  rich  " 


F  E  R  S  E 

J^coln 

'T^HEY  took  small  note  of  him,  the  great,  the  wise, 
the  rich 

Who  saw  him  come  from  Illinois,  a  wild,  crude  State — 
A  country  lawyer  to  decide  a  Nation's  fate ! 
They  held  him  foolish  to  accept  so  high  a  niche — 
What,  President!  Unkempt,  unlearned  and  unrefined 
They  called  him,  and  withdrew  for  private  talk. 
They  joked  about  his  ancestry,  and  by  his  walk 
They  feigned  to  guess  his  farmer  lineage.  How  blind 
Were  they  who  could  not  see  the  fire  that  burned  within 
Those  glowing  eyes,  who  failed  to  note  the  mighty 
strength 

Of  those  toil-hardened  arms  !  His  gaunt  limbs'  sprawl- 
ing length 

Should  have  proclaimed  to  them  a  giant's  stride.  Their 
sin 

Was  not  to  know  the  great,  enduring  heart  of  him. 
Our  most  beloved,  whose  fame  the  ages  cannot  dim. 
ft     /,  .      Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


Clarke,  Thomas  Curtis 


LINCOLN 


"Wise  with  the  wisdom  of  ages," 


*  —   ~  '  I* 


LINCOLN 


^^ISE  with  the  wisdom  of  ages. 
Shrewd  as  the  man  of  trade, 
i^rim  as  the  prophets  and  sages. 
Keen  as  a  damask  blade; 

Firm  as  a  granite-ribbed  mountain. 

Tender  as  woman's  song. 
Gay  as  a  scintillant  fountain — 

Yet  was  he  oaken-strong. 

Here,  the  wonder  of  eons: 

Born  into  pain  and  strife; 
Dead,  with  a  thousand  peons 
Deathless,  he  enters  life. 

— Thomas  Curtis  Clarke,  I 
in  Rural  New-Yorker. 


Lincoln 

TT  E  walked  among  us  and  we  passed  him  by 

A  1  And  thought  him  but  a  country  lawyer,  crude 
As  our  red  prairies  are,  and  more  than  rude 
Who  reveled  in  his  jokes  and  devihry. 
We  could  not  know  the  heart  within  that  breast 
Until  the  blood  flowed  freely  from  the  wound 
A  madman  made ;  then  was  it  that  we  found 
That  God  had  loaned  us  for  a  time  His  Best. 
And  now  the  nations,  since  their  kings  are  gone 
Have  taken  him  across  the  wide-flung  sea 
To  rule  their  hearts  as  well  as  ours;  to  be 
The  goal  of  their  desires,  with  breaking  dawn. 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark 


Clark,  T.  C. 


LIITCOLU 


'Wise  with  the  wisdom  of  ages 


The  Congregationalist ,  February  14,  1924, 


Lincoln 

By  Thomas  Curtis  Clark 

Wise  with  the  wisdom  of  ages, 
Shrewd,  as  a  mam  of  trade, 

Grim  as  the  prophets  and  sages, 
Keen  as  a  damash  Made; 

Firm  as  a  granite-ribied  mountain, 

Tender  as  woman's  song, 
Oay  as  a  scintillant  fountain — 

Yet  was  he  oahen-strong. 

Here,  the  wonder  of  ceons: 
Born  unto  pain  and  strife; 

Bead,  'mid  a  thousand  pceans. 
Deathless,  he  enters  life. 

From  "Lincoln  and  Others," 
hy  Thomas  Curtis  Clark 


uDsrco;' jv 

Wise  with  the  wisdom  of  ages, 
Shr&wd  as  ithe  man  of  trade, 

Grim  as  the  prophets  and  sages. 
Keen  as  a  idamask  Wlade; 

Firm  as  a  granite-ri'btoed  mountain, 

Tender  as  woman's  song, 
Gay  as  a  scintili'ant  foimtain — 

Yet  was  he  oaken-strong. 

Here,  the  wonaer  of  eons: 

Born  into  pain  andJ  strife; 
Oead,  wi'th'  a  thousand  peons 
Deathless,  he  enters  life. 

— Thomas  Curtis  Clarke, 
in  RAiral  New-Yorker.; 


arkThoi.  J.  ..  Copies 


Lincoln 

WISE  with  the  wisdom  of  ages, 
Shrewd  as  a  man  of  trade, 
Grim  as  the  prophets  and  sages, 
Keen  as  a  damask  blade; 

Firm  as  a  granite-ribbed  mountain. 
Tender  as  woman's  song, 

Gay  as  a  scintillant  fountain, — 
Yet  was  he  oaken-strong. 

Here,  the  wonder  of  aeons ; 

Born  unto  pain  and  strife; 
Dead,  'mid  a  thousand  pseans. 

Deathless,  he  enters  life ! 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


Clerk,  Thomas  Curtis 


Lincoln,  American 


"Meekest  of  men,  yet  known  through- 
out the  world;" 


LINCOLN,  AMERICAN 
Meekest  of  men,  yet  known  throughout  the  world; 

Simplest  in  heart,  yet  great  beyond  his  peers; 
He  loved  the  true  and  gave  his  all  for  truth, 

And  truth  has  crowned  him  King  for  all  the  years. 

He  sought  no  prize,  but  honor  sought  him  out; 

He  loved  each  man,  and  all  men  love  his  name ; 
Throughout  his  life  he  walked  in  duty's  path, 

And  now  he  treads  the  way  of  laureled  fame. 

He  craved  not  gold,  his  wish  was  but  to  serve ; 

He  knew  not  books,  preferring  hearts  to  scan; 
Our  own  Greatheart,  the  idol  of  our  land, 

Lincoln  the  true,  best-loved  American! — Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


Clark,  Thomas  C.  Lincoln  at  Gettysbijrg       "The  whole  world  came  to  hear  him 

speak  that  day  — " 


The  Christian  Century 
FelDniary  11  ,  1925. 


Lincoln  at  Gettysburg 

THE  whole  world  came  to  hear  him  speak  that  day 
And  all  the  ages  sent  their  scribes  to  see 
And  hear  what  word  the  new  land  had  to  say 
Of  God  and  man  and  truth  and  liberty. 
Homer  was  there  and  Socrates  and  Paul, 
Shakespeare  and  Luther,  Pitt,  Cavour  and  Bright, 
With  Washington — stanch  friends  of  freedom  all; 
Nor  did  he  fail :  he  lifted  there  a  light 
For  all  the  earth  to  see,  from  fires  of  truth 
That  surged  within  his  breast.    Yet  that  crude  throng 
Of  men  knew  not  that  through  this  man  uncouth 
God  spake  as  through  old  prophets,  stern  and  strong.  5 
They  turned  away,  these  men,  but  angels  bent 
From  heaven  to  hear  those  flaming  words,  God-sent. 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


-Bayard7-!P-.  P.  ■  Lincoln,  at  Get tysburg       "Whe  vfliole  world  came  that  day  tt> 

hear  Mm  spealc  — " 

National  Eepublic,  March,  1923. 


THOMAS  FRANCIS  BAYARD, 
Senator  from  Delaware,  read  into 
the  Record  the  following  poem  from 
the  Christion  Century  by  Thomas 
Curtis  Clark,  entitled, 

LIIVCOI.N   AT  GETTYSBURG 

The  whole  world  came  to  hear  him 

speak  that  day  . 
And  all  the  ages  sent  their  scribes 

to   see  J,  -u  ^ 

And  hear  what  word  the  new  land  had 

to  say  ,       ,         J.  , 

Of  God  and  man  and  truth  and  libertj  . 
Homer  was   there  and   Socrates  and 

Paul,   _ 

Shakespeare  and  Luther,  Pitt,  Cavoui 

and  Bright,  ,    ^  .     ^  f 

With  Washington — staunch  friends  ot 

freedom  all;  ,  ,  . 

Nor  did  he  fail:  he  lifted  there  a  light 
For  all  the  earth  to  see,  from  fires 

of  truth  ,  .  ^ 

That  surged  within  his  breast.  iet 

that  crude  throng  j.,,-^ 
Of  men  knew  not  that  through  this 

man  uncouth 
God  spake  as  through  old  prophets, 

stern  and  strong. 
They   turned    away,    these    men,  but 

angels  bent  ^      ■  „ 

From  heaven  to  hear  those  flaming 

words,  God-sent. 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis  LIITOOLU  AT  GBTTTSBURG     "The  Whole  world  came  to  hear 

him  speak  that  day" 


LmCOLN  AT  GETTYSBURG 

THE  whole  world  came  to  hear  him  speak 
that  day 

And  all  the  ages  sent  their  gcribes  to  see 
And  hear  what  word  the  new  land  had  to  say 

Of  God  and  man  and  truth  and  liberty. 
Homer  was  there  and  Socrates  and  Paul, 

Shakespeare  and  Luther,  Pitt,  Cavour  and 
Bright, 

With  Washington — staunch  friends  of  freedom 
all; 

Nor  did  he  fail;  he  lifted  there  a  light 
For  all  the  earth  to  see,  from  fires  of  truth 
That  surged  within  his  breast.  Yet  that  crude 
throng 

Of  men  knew  not  that  through  this  man 
uncouth 

God  spake  as  through  old  prophets  stern 
and  strong. 

They  turned  away,  these  men,  but  angels  bent 
From  heaven  to  hear  those  flaming  words. 
God-sent. 

'~  — Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis  Lincoln  at  Gettysburg  "The  whole  world  came  to  hear 

speak  that  day." 


LINCOLN  AT  GETTYSBURG 

The  whole  world  came  to  hear  him 
speak  that  day 
And  all  the  ages  sent  their  scribes 

to  see 

And  hear  what  word  the  new  land 
had  to  say 
Of  God  and  man  and  truth  and 
liberty. 

Homer  was  there  and  Socrates  and 
Paul, 

Shakespeare    and    Luther,  Pltx, 
Cavour  and  Bright, 
With  Washington — staunch  friends 
of  freedom  ail; 
Nor  did  he  fail:  he  lifted  there  a 
light 

For  all  the  earth  to  see,  from  fires 
of  truth 

That  surged  within  his  breast.  Yet 
that  crude  throng 
O*"  men  knew  not  that  through  this 
man  uncouth 
God  spake  as  through  old  pro- 
phets stern  and  strong. 
They  turned  away,  these  men,  but 

angeLs  bent 
From  heaven  to  hear  those  flaming 
words,  God-sent. 

—Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


Clark 


Lincoln  at  Gettysburg 


"The  whole  world  came  to  hear 
him  spealc  that  day" 


LINCOLN  AT  GETTYSBURG. 

The  whole  world  catne  to  hear  him  speak  th&tlTy, 
And  all  the  ages  sent  their  scribes  to  see 
And  hear  Avhat  word  the  new  land  had  to  say 
Of  God  and  man  and  truth  and  liberty 
Homer  was  there  and  Socrates  and  Paul 
Shakespeare  and  Luther,  Pitt,  Cavour  and  Bright, 
With  Washmgton-stanch  friends  of  freedom  all. 
Kor  did  he  fail:  he  lifted  there  a  light 
For  all  the  earth  to  see,  from  fires  of  truth 
l^Iiat  surged  withiirhis  breast.  Yet  that  crude  throng 
Of  men  knew  not  that  through  this  man  uncouth 
God  spake  as  through  old  proplfets.  stern  and  strong 
ihey  turned  away,  these  men,  but  angels  bent 
I^rom  heaven  to  hear  those  flaming  words,  God-sent. 
^-^^  ^Thomas  Curtis  Clark,  in  Boston  Transcrij)t. 


f/'. 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis  LINCOLN,  COME  BACK  "Lincoln,  come  back,  rebuke  us  for 

otir  sins" 


LINCOLN,  COME  BACK. 

Lincoln,  come  back,  rebuke  us  for  our  sins- 
The  sin  of  greed,  of  blatant  pride  and  hate. 
Our  earth  goes  blindly  to  a  hopeless  fate 
Unless  for  us  a  new,  kind  world  begins. 
Renew  our  dreams-who  dreamed  a  world  made  free 
Give  us  new  hope  for  world-wide  liberty. 
Lincoln,  come  back,  rebuke  us  for  our  sins. 

-tJtfcote.-^ome  back.^ce_;giOEe  our.prophet  be. 
Lead  forth  the  nations  in  a  pact  of  peace; 
Teach  us  that  selfishness  and  greed  must  cease 
That  men  may  dwell  in  love  and  harmony. 
Your  kindly  heart-that  it  might  plan  our  weal  I 

I  Your  mighty  hand-how  powerful  to  heal ! 

Lincoln,  come  back,  once  more  our  prophet  be. 

Lincoln,  come  back,  rebuild  our  broken  world. 

Shattered  and  torn,  the  nations  face  the  night; 

Earth's  leaders  halt,  bereft  of  wisdom's  light;  ' 

Humanity's  fair  banner  now  is  furled; 

The  surging  peoples  now  are  leaderless; 

They  ask  a  friend,  and  there  is  none  to'bless. 

Lincoln,  come  back,  rebuild  our  broken  world. 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


Clar'i  Thomas  Curtis         *  Lincoln,  Come  Back  "Lincoln,  come  "back,  retuke  us 

for  our  sins 


LINCOLN,  COME  BACK. 

Lincoln,  come  back,  rebuke  us  for  our  sins— 
The  sin  of  greed,  of  blatant  pride  and  hate. 
Our  earth  goes  blindly  to  a  hopeless  fate 
Unless  for  us  a  new,  kind  world  begins. 
Renew  our  dreams— who  dreamed  a  world  made  free; 
Give  us  new  hope  for  world-wide  liberty. 
Lincoln,  come  back,  rebuke  us  for  our  sins. 
Lincohi,  coBiie  back,  once  more  our  prophet  be. 
Lead  forth  the  nations  in  a  pact  of  peace; 
Teach  us  that  selfishness  and  greed  must  cease 
That  men  may  dwell  in  love  and  harmony. 
Your  kindly  heart— that  it  might  plan  our  weall 
Your  mighty  hand— hoiw  powerful  to  heal! 
Lincoln,  come  back,  once  more  our  prophet  be. 
Lincoln,  come  back,  rebuild  our  broken  world. 
Shattered  and  torn,  the  nations  face  the  night; 
Earth's  leaders, halt,  bereft  of  wisdom's  light; 
Humanity's  fair  banner  now  is  furled; 
The  iurging  peoples  now  are  leaderless; 
They  ask  a  friend,  and  there  is  none  to  bless. 
Lincoln,  come  back,  rebpild  our  broken  world. 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


0  ^^-x^c,.*-^  CX^^t^-y-^i.-r^ 


Clerk,  Thomas  Curtis 


THE  LINCOLN  SPIEir  LIVES 


He  needs  no  monument 
to  t  ell  his  fsjne" 


THE  LINCOLN  SPIRIT  LIVES. 
He  needs  no  monument  to  tell  his  fame ; 

Cold  marble  cannot  show  his  pitying  heart.  ' 
Write  no  exalted  poem  to  his  name — 

His  worth  eludes  the  magic  of  all  art. 

Let  him  forgotten  be  by  books  and  men, 

Let  every  Lincoln  shrine  be  broken  down — 
The  very  skies  will  wake  his  fame  again, 

The  waves  will  shout  his  glorious  renown  t 
He  lives  I  A  tomb  could  never  hold  him  long. 

The  dream  he  held  still  mocks  an  earthly  grave. 
The  Lincoln  spirit  lives,  to  right  all  wrong, 

To  break  all  chains  and  free  each  helpless  slave. 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


1 ark ,  Thorna  s   Cur  t i  s 


LINGO DSi  s  T I LL  3 PEAKS 


"lie  is  not  deau...." 


Lincoln  Still  Speaks 

TTE  is  not  dead.  No  tomb  could  be  his  shrine. 

Though  tyrants  flaunt  their  power,  and  captains  vi 
And  hberty  seems  blotted  from  life's  page, 
Still,  far  and  wide,  his  deeds  and  doctrines  shine. 
The  Rhine  and  Tiber  trumpet  Lincoln's  tones ; 
For  they  are  free,  though  men  are  bound  with  chains. 
The  years,  though  dark,  stiU  herald  freedom's  gains, 
And  time  shall  hurl  the  despots  from  their  thrones.  ' 
The  night  is  deep,  but  day  is  overdue. 
The  winter  passes,  dooming  greed  and  strife. 
Men  cannot  thwart  God's  rising  tides  of  life. 
Across  the  world  spring  calls  to  visions  new. 
Hear,  Lincoln  speaks :  "Let  war's  mad  raving  cease. 
Bind  up  the  broken  hearts.  Let  us  have  peace." 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


Lincoln  Still  Speaks  "He  is  not  dead.  Ho  tomt 

could  lie  his  shrine." 


He  is  not  dead.  ITo  tomli  could  "be  his  shrine. 

Though  tyrants  flaunt  their  pover,  and  captains  rage, 

imd  liberty  seems,  "blotted  from  life's  page, 

Still,  far  and  v;ide,  his  deeds  and  docreinwa  ahinw. 

The  Rhine  and  Titer  trumpet  Lincoln's  tones; 

For  they  are  free,  though  men  are  bound  with  chains. 

The  years,  though  dark,  still  herald  freedon' s  gains. 

And  time  shall  hurl  the  despots  from  their  thrones. 

The  night  is  deep,  "but  day  is  overdue. 

The  vrinter  pe.sses,  dooming  greed  and  strife. 

Man  cannot  thv/art  God's  rising  tides  of  life. 

Across  the  world  spring  calls  to  visions  nev;. 

Hear,  Lincoln  speaks:  "Let  war's  mad  raving  cease. 

Bind  up  the  "broken  hearts.  Let  us  ha,ve  peace." 
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A  LINE  0'  TYPE  OR  TWO 


Hew  to  the  Line,  let  the 
quips  fall  where  they  may. 


A  king  of  men,  a  soul  as  tall  as  truth,  ^ 
A  statesman  far  of  sight,  of  patience  vast; 
Ho  drew  his  wisdom  from  the  hoary  past. 
And  yet  his  vision  was  as  fresh  as  youth; 
He  was  a  man  of  power,  but  to  the  end 
Was  ever  man  more  valiant  as  a  EYiend? 

A  Friend  who  knew  the  bitter  pang  of  loss, 
Who  felt  the  still  inct-easing  weight  of  care; 
'Twas  not  that  he  had  lightej.  loads  to  bear. 
That  he  could  take  another's  heavy  cross: 
Because  his  heart  was  kind,  he  could  not  save 
Himself  from  any  cross  his  friendship  gave. 

"The  ages  shall  bespeak  wide  fame  for  him 
Who  saved  his  nation  from  the  traitor's  curse; 
His  statemanship  shall  call  for  bronze  and  gold 
His  deeds  to  tell,  his  teachings  to  rehearse; 
But,  till  the  day  when  earth  and  life  shall  end. 
The  years  that  come  and  go  shall  call  him  Friend. 


Thomas  Curtis  Claris.  } 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


Lincoln  Walks  Again 


"He  walks  again!     No  longer  by 
that  streaim" 


Lincoln  Walks  Again 

HE  walks  again  !  No  longer  by  that  stream 
He  knew  so  well  our  Lincoln  rests  in  sleep. 
How  could  he  waste  his  hours  in  slumber  deep 
When  nations  plan  new  wars,  when  all  shores  teem 
With  hate  and  foul  suspicion  ?  His  strong  voice 
Is  calling  to  all  men :  Come,  let  us  cheer 
The  broken-hearted,  heal  their  wounds,  and  here 
Reconsecrate  ourselves  to  God.  Let  us  rejoice 
In  righteousness  and  peace.  Vain,  fooUsh  men 
Who  think  to  build  a  world  on  greed  and  hate ! 
Come,  let  us  rear  a  new  and  glorious  State. 
Why  should  we  take  up  arms  of  war  again  ? 
Let  us  now  build  a  world  of  brotherhood 
In  which  all  men  shall  strive  for  all  men's  good,  j 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


BL  A^vESLEE 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis      3501  LIVING  LIITGOLIT      "Seek  not  at  Springfield  for  our 

Lincoln,  great" 


THE  LIVING  LINCOLN 


[Seek  not  at  Springfield  for  our  Lincoln,  great, 

Tho  in  that  storied  tomb  his  ashes  lie ; 
Nor  yet  at  Washington,  in  halls  of  state. 

List  for  his  voice.  Beneath  an  ampler  sky 
He  summons  men  to  faith  and  charity, 

To  wide  good  will  and  lasting  brotherhood. 
He  calls  earth's  leaders  to  sincerity; 

He  bids  all  groping  peoples  seek  the  good 
And  true — not  for  themselves,  their  sons,  alone, 
But  for  the  whole  round  world  of  living  men. 
"  Turn  from  your  worship  at  these  shrines  of  stone 

And  make  my  words  of  justice  live  again!  " 
Thus  Lincoln  speaks — and  will  we  heed  his  word 
As  men's  torn  hearts  from  grief  to  right  are  stirred? 


Thomas  Curtis  Clark 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis  Man  of  the  Prairie  "The  whitest  soul  a 

nation  knew" 


Man      tU^  Pnxiinde. 

The  whitest  soul  a  Nation  knew — 
And  yet  the  great  ones  held  him  crude, 
A  peasant  of  the  prairie — rude 
In  thought  and  word.  A  simple  few 
Knew  Lincoln  true. 

Child  of  the  soil,  his  ways  were  plain. 
Hard  penury  his  heritage — 
His  fathers  won  a  bitter  wage ; 
And  yet  on  Lincoln's  soul  no  stain 
Deserved  disdain. 

He  walked  not  with  the  wise  of  earth — 
The  strong,  young  Lincoln.  They  were  poor 
Who  thronged  about  his  open  door; 
They  knew  he  had  no  pride  of  birth, 
But  prized  his  worth. 

And  when  fame  came  and  they  must  send 
Him  to  the  lofty  tasks  of  state, 
They  did  not  think  of  him  as  great. 
They  loved  him.  To  the  tragic  end 
He  was  their  friend. 

O  Master  Man,  the  years  now  praise 
Your  statesmanship,  your  vision  clear, 
Your  wisdom.  But  your  name  is  dear 
To  those  who  loved  your  prairie  ways 
Through  all  your  days. 


Clark,  I.e.  A  Man  of  Sorrows  "They  thought  him  hut  a  clown -»»- 


A  Man  of  Sorrows 

In  Memory,  February  IZ. 


They  thought  him  but  a  clown,  a  tact- 
1  less  boor 

j      Who  filled  his  days,  and  nights  with 
quips  and  Jests; 
His  hours  were  heedless  as  his  purse 
was  poor; 
Without  ambition,   blind   to   worthy  ! 
quests,  [ 
I  He  drag-ged  along  his  days;  a  human 
<  clod 

j  Who    scorned    religion,    mocked  and 
i  flouted  God. 

How  far  they  erred!     A  man  of  sor- 
rows he, 

Who  bore  within   his  heart  a  fatal 
wound. 

Bereft  of  those  he  loved,  the  sympathy 
He   craved    and    hungered    for  could 
not  be  found; 
I  The  men  with  whom  he  wallted  from 
day  to  day 
Knew  not  he  trod  a  dark  and  lonely 
way. 

A  man  of  sorrows,  born  to  pain  and 
grief, 

Yet  would  he  not  inflict  his  woes  on  »  ■ 

men. 

In  Jests  and  Jokes  he  sought  to  find 
relief; 

Thus    gaining   strength,    he  walked 

erect  again. 
Such  was  the  man  they  called  a  wag 

and  clown, 
The   by  wood — and    the   glory! — of  his 

tovfti. 

— Thomas  Curtis  Clark. 


Clark,  Thornas  Curtis 


A  Man  of  Sorrows 


They  thought  him  but  a  cloTm- 


A  Man  of  Sorrows 

THEY  thought  him  but  a  clown,  a  tactless  boor 
Who  filled  the  days  and  nights  with  quips  and  jests ;  I 
His  hours  were  heedless  as  his  purse  was  poor ;  '  i 

Without  ambition,  blind  to  worthy  quests, 
He  dragged  along  his  days ;  a  human  clod 
Who  scorned  religion,  mocked  and  flouted  God. 

How  far  they  erred !   A  man  of  sorrows  he, 
Who  bore  within  his  heart  a  fatal  wound. 
Bereft  of  those  he  loved,  the  sympathy 
He  craved  and  hungered  for  could  not  be  found; 
The  men  with  whom  he  walked  from  day  to  day 
Knew  not  he  trod  a  dark  and  lonely  way. 

A  man  of  sorrows,  born  to  pain  and  grief, 
Yet  would  he  not  inflict  his  woes  on  men. 
In  whims  and  jests  he  sought  to  find  relief ; 
Thus  gaining  strength,  he  walked  erect  again. 
Such  was  the  man  they  called  a  wag  and  clown, 
The  byword — and  the  glory! — of  his  town. 


Clark,  Thomas  Ciirtis 


THE  ivIASTER  (IN  MEMORY  OF  LINCOLN 


) 


We  need  him  now  - 
his  aragged  faith  Aha 
held" 


The  Master 


(In  Memory  of  Lincoln) 


WE  NEED  him  now — his  rugged  faith 
that  hold 

Fast  to  the  rock  of  Truth  through  all 
the  days 

Of  toil  and  strife,  the  sleepless  nights; 
upheld 

By  very  God  was  he — that    God  who 
stays 

All  hero-souls  who  will  but  trust  in  Hi,m, 

And  trusting,  labor  as  if  God  were  not. 
His  eyes  beheld  the  stars,  clouds  could 
not  dim 

Their  glory;  but  his  task  was  not  for- 
got: 

To  keep  his  people  one;  to  hold  them  true 
To  that  fair  dream  their  fathers  willed 
to  them — 

Freedom  for  all;  to  spur  them;  to  renew 
Their  hopes  in  bitter  days;  strife  to  con- 
demn. 

Sui'h  was  his  task,  and  well  his  work  was 
done — 

Who  willed  us  greater  tasks,  when  set 
his  sun. 


— Thomas  Curtis  Clarh. 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


MIMORY  OP  LINCOLIT,  THE  MASTER      "'.^e  need  him  novH-his 

nigged  faith  that  held" 


In  closing  we  quote  Thomas  Curtis 
Clark's  poem  in  Memory  of  Lincoln,  the 
Master, 

We  need  him  now — his  rugged  faith 
that  held 

^Fast  to  the  rock  of  truth  through  all 
the  days 

^Of  moil  and  strife,  the  sleepless  nights; 
upheld 

^  By  very  God  was  he,  that  God  who 
^  stays 

All  hero  souls  who  will  but  trust  in 
Him 

And  trusting,  labor  as  if  God  were 

1 

"Slis  eyes  beheld  the  stars,  clouds  could 
T     not  dim 

Their  glory;   but  his  task  was  not 
forgot. 

0  keep  his  people  one;  to  hold  them 
true 

5^  To  that  fair  dream  their  fathers  willed 
^      to  them 

^Freedom  for  all;  to  spur  them;  to  re- 
^  new 

^   Their  hopes  in  bitter  days;  strife  to 
condemn. 

Such  was  his  task,  and  well  his  work 
was  done — 
Who  willed  us  greater  tasks,  when 
set  the  sun. 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


Tlae  Mracle 


"Tlie  wild  Kent-acky  hills  were 
touched  of  Grod" 


The  Miracle 

THE  wild  Kentucky  hills  were  touched  of  God, 
And  lo !  a  child  was  born ;  his  sires,  unknown. 
Dreamed  not  that  God  would  for  their  tears  atone 
By  raising  from  their  midst  a  king.  The  sod 
On  which  they  walked  was  cursed  to  them, 
Begrudging  them  their  bread,  for  all  their  toil ; 
'But  it  was  holy  ground ;  for  from  that  soil 
'Should  come  a  chosen  one;  the  diadem 
Upon  his  brow  should  be  no  piece  of  gold, 
But,  like  his  lowly  Lord's,  a  thorny  crown. 
Upon  his  cross  he  died ;  they  took  him  down. 
And  lo !  they  found,  before  the  day  was  old. 
That  they  had  crucified  their  one  true  friend: 
Despite  their  hate,  he  loved  them  to  the  end. 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


THE  T^ME  Oy  LINCOLN 

"He  came  when  hate  and  fear  were  rife," 


THE  NAME  OF  LINCOLN 
He  came  when  hate  and  fear  were  rife, 

When  doom  and  darkness  whelmed  the  land. 
He  came  with  faith  and  hope  and  cheer 

And  he  reached  forth  his  saving  hand. 

For  him  God  still  was  Lord  of  earth; 

The  schemes  of  men  could  not  avail 
To  bring  destruction  to  the  dreams 

The  Father  held;  they  could  not  fail. 

When  war  submerged  the  land  in  dread, 
Beyond  the  strife  he  still  could  see 

A  better  day  when  peace  would  dawn 
To  bring  men  hope — and  liberty. 

Today,  when  earth  is  dark  with  fear, 
V7hen  men  despair  and  dimly  grope, 

The  name  of  Lincoln  is  a  sun 
To  light  the  world  with  faith  and  hope. 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark 


Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


The  Patroit 


"He  was  a  true  Americ 


The  Patriot 

HE  was  a  true  American, 
A  king  of  earth,  in  peasant  guise, 
A  freeman  whom  the  truth  made  free, 
A  patriot  whom  love  made  wise.  


Clsrk,  Thomas  Curtis 


Tlie  Prophet 


"His  frame  nas  formed  of  cora:non  dust" 


The  Prophet 

TJIS  frame  was  formed  of  common  dust, 
A  1    But  genius  burned  within  the  clay. 
God  chose  him  from  the  world  of  men 
To  be  the  prophet  of  his  day. 

He  took  him  from  his  cabin  home 

And  led  him  out  to  life's  stern  school; 

He  set  him  where  the  people  thronged 
That  he  might  learn  all  hearts  to  rule. 

He  had  no  wealth,  no  pride  of  name, 
He  was  the  humblest  of  the  earth. 

And  yet  he  walked  a  king  indeed: 
His  royalty  was  in  his  worth. 

He  sought  no  prize  of  pomp  or  power, 
He  had  no  lust  for  laureled  fame,  ' 

And  yet  today  he  rules  a  realm, 
A  world  rejoices  in  his  name. 


Clark,  I'hom-^^s  Curtis  THE  SILENT  LINCOLN 

TKe 

ChLi?istian- 

Nati(Hial  Weekly  of  Disciples  of  Christ 


The  Silent  Lincoln 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark 

He  spoke  wise  words  and  words  of  great  good  will, 
And  brave  the  words  he  gave  when  days  were  grim; 

But  there  were  hours  when  Lincoln's  voice  was  still, 
When  God  spoke  to  his  soul  and  counseled  him. 

For  there  were  times  when  trusted  friends  had  failed. 
And  there  were  days  when  he  had  lost  his  way; 

Before  his  foes  perhaps  his  spirit  quailed. 

Then  Lincoln  paused  and  heard  what  God  would  say. 

A  silent  man,  deep-hidden  in  a  cloud — 
Thus  was  he  oft,  as  lonely  as  a  wraith; 

No  man  could  help,  as  close  he  drew  his  shroud. 
God  spoke  to  him— again  he  found  his  faith. 

O  Silent  Lincoln,  seeker  of  God's  way. 

We  need  your  counsel — tell  us  what  God  said. 

Will  He  still  speak  to  us  if  we  but  pray — 
When  truth  has  fled  the  earth  and  hearts  are  deadi 


"He  spo(Xe  ^^'ise  words  r-  nd 
of  g  rest  good  Fil]  ," 
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Clark,  Thomas  Curtis 


The  Son  of  Democracy 


"0  great ,  meek  man,  you 
walked  emong" 


THE  SON  OF  DEMOCRACY 
v^P*!','-  walked  among  ,        ,  , 

Vour  blinded  peers,  unpraised,  unsungT  nc  Pfi??'^  ^  yet  no  slave 

But  now  the  world  takes  up  your  name  xl.  »  i"?^  f"'"  conscience  gave 

To  herald  freedom's  waxing  fame  a  !  "^"'^  "'a'  set  a  million  free 

And  won  a  realm  for  liberty. 
Your  spirit  sprung  from  common  clay  Fr„„  c 

Was  taken  from  the  quiet  way  v       Sangamon  you  went,  alone 

And  set  where  every  land  might  see  m      country's  error  to  atone;  ' 

A  son  of  true  democracy.  Sangamon,  and  all  the  earth 

Proclaim  the  wonder  of  your  worth. 
  •   — Thomas  Curtis  Clarb. 


Clark,  Tnomas  Curtis 


The  Son  of  De.aocracy 


"0  Great,  meek  man,  you  walked  among" 


The  Son  of  ^  Democracy 

O  ^y^^'l'  walked  among 

Rn.         u      "^'^  P'''''  ""praised,  unsung- 
But  now  the  world  takes  up  your  name 
To  herald  freedom's  waxing  fame. 

Your  spirit,  sprung  from  common  clay, 
Was  taken  from  the  quiet  way 
And  set  where  every  land  might  see 
A  son  of  true  democracy. 

A  people's  man,  and  yet  no  slave 

tL  ^"^^^  ^°"^^ience  gave 

The  word  that  set  a  million  free 

And  won  a  realm  for  liberty. 

From  Sangamon  you  went,  alone 

^our  country's  error  to  atone;  ' 

^Jow  Sangamon,  and  all  the  earth 

Proclaim  the  wonder  of  vour  worth 


;is.rk,  Tbomas  Curtis 


THERE  V.AS 


"There  v:s.3  a  man 
grief -stricken 


,  ;i  plain, 
man  —  " 


There  Was  a  Man 

n^HERE  was  a  man,  a  plain,  grief-stricken  man — 

And  yet  a  man  who  held  a  godly  dream. 
Above  his  sodden  times  he  saw  a  gleam 
From  heaven's  own  light.  His  prophet  eyes  could  scan 
A  world  of  greed  and  hate,  yet  hold  to  hope. 
He  saw  the  hapless  poor  entrapped  by  fate, 
A  friendless  people  doomed  by  laws  of  state. 
At  war,  his  nation  could  but  blindly  grope, 
But  he  had  faith,  believed  in  God  and  good. 
Holding  that  freedom  is  man's  heritage. 
He  wrote  a  creed  of  love  on  life's  dark  page, 
And  preached  a  gospel  born  of  brotherhood. 
There  was  a  man — so  long  ago  he  died — 
And  his  high  dream  our  age  has  crucified. 
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To  Lincoln  The  Liberator 

"Lincoln,  thou  shouldst  be  living  at  this  hour!" 

The  war  of  bombs  is  done,  the  armies  rest ; 

Yet  through  the  crowded  earth,  by  hate  possessed, 

Men  strive  and  rage,  ambitious  for  new  power. 

In  battles  fierce  and  long  they  smite  and  slay ; 

They  pierce  the  hearts  of  millions,  freed  from  strife 

Of  guns,  and  eager  for  new  peace,  new  life. 

Can  we  still  hope,  who  seek  the  better  way — 

The  way  of  mercy,  love  and  brotherhood  ? 

The  dreams  of  prophets  draggle  in  the  mire; 

The  poets'  visions  fade  in  tumult  dire ; 

A  ghastly  wreck,  Christ's  hope  of  right  and  good ! 

Thou  shouldst  be  with  us,  leader  kind  and  strong. 

With  battle  we  are  spent — 0  Lord,  how  long ! 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark 

Chicago 

(Copyright) 
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The  Tragedy 

THE  wisdom  of  old  Plato  was  in  him ; 
Isaiah's  vision  Ht  his  way  of  life; 
A  strength  like  mighty  Samson's  met  the  strife 
His  day  decreed :  and  still  he  was  not  grim, 
For  in  his  face  the  love  of  Jesus  shone 
And  in  his  hand  was  grace  and  tenderness ; 
He  had  no  thought  except  to  give  and  bless, 
His  human  smile  could  melt  a  heart  of  stone. 
And  yet,  alas!  he  walked  a  path  of  woe; 
Despised,  accursed,  he  wore  a  thorny  crown; 
When  all  the  world  proclaimed  his  high  renown, 
A  madman's  bullet  hissed  and  laid  him  low. 
One  other  crime  was  dastardly  as  this — 
When  Judas  damned  his  Savior  with  a  kiss ! 
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The  Victim 

TX7H  Y  was  it  that  this  man  of  guileless  heart 
V  V  Should  bear  the  burden  of  the  whole  world's 
guile  ? 

To  him  God's  smallest  bird  was  sacrosanct 
And  every  child  deserved  of  Heaven's  smile- 
Yet  cruel  centuries  of  human  hate 
Made  him  their  victim-trapped  by  time  and  fate. 
Nor  did  he  quail.   There  was  no  other  man 
j~-£L^.!L^_  ^i^i^.  w^^gge^oul  could  bear  the  load ; 

Nor  was  there  any  standing  at  his  side 

Whose  word  could  help,  whose  spirit  felt  the  goad 

Of  Destiny,  the  urge  of  cosmic  Right. 

He  did  not  fail,  this  man  of  gentle  might. 

He  took  the  load,  and  facing  tempests  grim 
^ClimbedXalvar}^— tl^^       enveloped  him. 


The  World's  Verdict 

Q  NE  sent  out  his  ships  to  earth's  farthest  shores 
And  brought  to  his  coffers  the  Orient's  stores! 

The  wild  desert  sands 

Became  gold  in  his  hands; 
And  the  world  called  him  Gemus-and  wondered. 

One  sought  out  the  secrets  of  planet  and  star; 
He  reveled  in  problems  of  granite  and  spar; 

He  hungered  to  know 

All  the  earth  could  bestow; 
And  the  world  called  him  Scholar— and  praised  him 

One  looked  on  a  suffering,  down-trodden  race ; 
He  wept  as  he  gazed  upon  each  troubled  face ; 

He  heeded  their  plea, 

And  he  set  their  hands  free ; 
And  the  world  called  hjm  Brother— and  loved  him. 
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The  World's  Verdict 

ONE  sent  out  his  ships  to  earth's  farthest  shores, 
And  brought  to  his  coffers  the  Orient's  stores; 
The  wild  desert  sands 
Became  gold  in  his  hands ; 
And  tlie  world  called  him  Genius — and  wondered. 

One  sought  out  the  secrets  of  planet  and  star ; 
He  reveled  in  problems  of  granite  and  spar; 

He  hungered  to  know 

All  the  earth  could  bestow; 
And  the  world  called  him  Scholar— and  praised  him. 

One  looked  on  a  suffering,  do\vn-trodden  race ; 
He  wept  as  he  gazed  upon  each  troubled  face ; 

He  heeded  their  plea. 

And  he  set  their  hands  free ; 
And  the  world  called  him  Breather— and  loved  him. 


